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it; had not he himself always shrank from and
despised those sinners against self he had met In his
small experience ? And had he not always condemned
the woman most ?

The only being who never failed in Ms respect to Emily
and his service to Claude was John Dunk. Day after day
he shouted Ms '* Good-mornun, missus/" to Emily through
the kitchen window; and if Mrs, Hodder were late or lazy,
he was always ready to help in the poultry-yard, or even
the dairy. He turned out to be some years older than
Claude had imagined ; he had always thought him eighteen
or nineteen, but one day the lad told him that he was
twenty-six. " And I know how niiddlin1 hard life some-
times is fur them wot are young, Mus' Shepherd."

Claude often asked himself what those at Easeham
thought of Mm and Emily. Hiss Kingsley would have
heard that Oliver Mills had not yet welcomed Ms prodigal
wife, and it was likely that she had made conjectures. To
confirm her in these, he had, by Emily's wish, told the
truth to James in a letter he wrote Mm soon after Ms
arrival at Nineveh. That letter was never answered* and
his brother's silence was symbolical. The old life seemed
to have been torn off him and his companion like a
garment too good for beggars. Only once a hand was
reached out to them from the past, and that in his foolish
misery he thrust aside. One day, tramping to Wittersfaam
Market, he met at a turning a tall man in black.
He turned red and sick with shame as he faced David
Gilmour.

He realized that the minister must be on Ms way from
the station to Little Nineveh, and there was no man he felt
less inclined or less able to meet. When he told Emily of
the incident on his return, he could not remember what he
had said or what he had done; all he remembered was
that the outstretched hand had dropped, that the voice
in which friendship overthrew reproach had ceased, and
the comforter had turned away.

** FIB glad you didn't let Mm come here/' said Emily,